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Who casts to write a living line, must sweat,

(Such as thine are) and strike the second heat

Upon the Muses' anvil \ turn the same,

And himself with it, that he thinks to frame;

Or 'for the laurel, he may gain a scorn ;

For a good poet's made, as well as born.

And such wert thou.    Look how the father's face

Lives in his issue, even so the race

Of SHAKESPEARE'S mind and manners brightly shines

In his well torned, and true-filed lines;

In each of which he seems to shake a lance,

As brandish'd at the eyes of ignorance.

.Sweet Swan of Avon 1  what a sight it were

To see thee in our waters yet appear,

And make those flights upon the banks of Thames,

That so did take Eliza, and our James!

But stay, I see thee in the hemisphere

Advanced, and made a constellation there !

Shine forth, thou Star of poets, and with rage,

Or influence, chide, or cheer the drooping stage;

Which, since thy flight from hence, hath mourn'd like night,

And despairs day, but for thy volume's light
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Hail, happy Genius of this ancient pile !
How comes it all things so about thee smile?
The fire, the wine, the men 5  and in the midst
Thou stand'st as if some mystery thou didst.
Pardon, I read it in thy face, the day
For whose returns, and many, all these pray*,
And so do I.    This is the sixtieth year,
Since BACON, and thy lord, was born, and here 5
Son to the grave wise Keeper of the Seal,
Fame and foundation of the English Weal
What then his father was, that since is he,,
Now with a title more to the degree 5